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bitterness.   All the way in the train from
Berlin to Warnemiinde it was only possible to
get coffee made of some sort of native bean,
and cherries.   In the first-class carriages the
upholstery was worn and the springs broken.
The  permanent  way  was jerky, and  all
stations were in want both of paint and of
repairs.   The fir-trees in their great clumps
murmured together like cattle waiting for a
storm.   We hailed with extreme relief the
Danish steamer that was to carry us over
to Gjedsted.    Curious that the labourers on
the wharves  at Warnemiinde should view
with apparent unconcern the spectacle of
passengers  eating lavishly,  and  eating at
their starved will.   In the dining-room the
huge array of Scandinavian hors-d'oeuvre
was piled, it seemed, to the ceiling, and there
was enough Schnapps, beer, and wine to
float the vessel.    The porters,  immediate
spectators   of   this   feasting,   regarded  it
with no   apparent   emotion.    It   may  be
they were too dejected to notice anything.
It   may  more   probably  have   been  that
they concealed their feelings,  and that it
was revealed only in sudden levin-flashes
such as   manifested themselves  when  the
thunderous brows of Mr. Poulton's German
crashed.
These observations, moving as they were
at the moment, became unimportant as a
member of the International Labour Office